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Alice Cor bin 



Bare in the moonlight; 
Your body on one 
Nailed feet and hands, 
O my dear little son!" 

"Be it so, be it so, 

O mi Madre Maria!" 

Who says this prayer 

Three times a day 

Will find Heaven's doors 

Opened alway, 

And Hell's\doors shut 

Forever and aye 

Amen, Jesus! 

MANZANITA 

Little red apple upon the tree, 

If you are not in love, fall in love with me. 

From me this night you shall not go, 

Not till the dawn, when the first cocks crow. 

CHUI.A I.A MANANA 



Pretty is the morning, 

Pretty is the day. 
When the moon comes up 

It is light as day. 
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POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Fortune's wheel keeps turning! 

Yes, Fortune has its ups and downs, 

Fortune is a bubble. 
It was all for a married woman 

1 had my trouble. 

Fortune's wheel keeps turning! 

It was eight o'clock at the bridge, 

And nine at Jesus Maria, 
But before I could reach her door, 

I was caught by her fat old tia! 

Fortune's wheel keeps turning! 

EL COYOTITO 

When I left Hermosillo 

My tears fell like rain, 
But the little red flower 

Consoled my pain. 

I am like the coyote 

That rolls them, and goes 
Trotting off side-ways, 

And nobody knows. 

The green pine has fallen, 
Where the doves used to pair ; 
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